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Ss N London liv'd, ſome Years age,; A 
9 (The Street er Court I reed not ner) | 
1 A Perſon of no low. Degree, 50 oy 4.8 
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— Iln Fortune or in Pedigree: EY 


yy ox offnr ſo mild, fo good, en 290 b 
The Huſband acted as he would; 5 illid WW 200361 IA 
AndHeav'n, for to compleat their Joy, ub e ge- 


Thought fit to bleſs them with a Boy. ονj,j/ BIIN | 
With ſuch a Fortune, ſuch a Wife, Te, + Hum Iain 
Who could not lead a happy Life? oeh Hin blue 
Which does Man's Life with Trouble filll, 
Mankind will yet more Ills create, de 02 37 
Still to perplex their wretched State. wit 121 8 
Tho' very few with this our Pair, ide 243 I-8% 
In Rank or Riches, could compare, | - 2001 212 aoqu = 
Vet were they far from being bleſs d; b. $250: 5, 14 0908 
Their Bliſs did jarring Strifes moleſt. Eig! 1 540 Nut nt egit 
The Lady was by Nature fweet, 

Youthful, and guy, but pe ds 31 1 1 
The Man, alas! quite the Reverſe, Si I & £2 Et 
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Was fickle, ſtubboro, and pervers; cd 229 20 ee! 
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Her churliſh Huſband, much ſhe fear d, 
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Was on the Rule of Contrary, C 
A Plague to his own Family; \ . 

His Spouſe's Temper oft would try, | 
Would and would not, yet knew not why. 
His Lady, with good. ſober Senſe, / 
And wonted Tide of Eloquence, 
For Woman, whether right or vrrong 

Can ſeldom ever hold her Tongue, 
And, be the Cauſe or good or bad, 
To ſhew her Wit, or Teeth ſhe's glad) - : 
Would Leſſons of good Nature preach, 
And try if the could heal the Breach. : 
But Oh! all Efforts were in vain Fa. 
His growing Paſſions to reſtrain; . | | , SS 
In ſpite of all his Wife could e. | | | 8-1 
| His Spirit brook'd not to ”- 


IFI miſtake not; twas in "OY 
A Pzke one Morning home he ſent ; 
His Wife was under ſome Diſtreſs, 
Which Way the Dainty ſhe ſhould dreſs: 
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Whatever Way it was prepar d, | F 1053-5 
To vex and teize his Wife inclin'd, 
Some Fault would be too apt to find, : | 
Says Fane, who was the * r Fj) 
(A cunning, fly, and artful Jade, LL 1969-36 185138 att) l 
Who knew full well how Ln) oon W 0 A 
If my Opinion 1 may give, 113 a ri 3 161 1 nl | 
Each different Way I'd dreſs the Pike, Hoon & bir o) bil tb WA 
And ſee what then he will diſlike, He en bole bi dich. afrr 
No ſooner faid the Thing was done, Were analy © 5 £4002 0 12 bbaA 
This Way they both agreed upon. . oo 1% £ ld o zd uod 
But now one Thing 1 muſt reveal, SHI 6 did une 4 V 
My modeſt Muſe would fain conceal: I 40nd & beobion hig off 
As Maſter on the Table ſtood, 11 13099 g id t & 18 
(But ſhitten Luck they ſay is good) Tt 2 l/ mol Haiti 
Oblig d with Nature to comply, 518% % 8 Illi baiciaght 
Upon the Carpet he let fly. 432 Pa e 15d Talg ol US: 
That Inſtant Sir Was at the Door; 114 1 3150 Lill: A 7 ae Vis 5 for PD 
The Carpet 's flung upon the Floor; eo | u f 30 Aas u 
The Cloth is in a Moment ſpread, 8 : Berld nn ot error} 15% * * IH 19 } 
And all Things in juſt Order laid, deen 258 fo 117 i bib, 2:10 noc 
: 2974 2102877 ya 2677 ya L ofT 
The Dinner's ſerv'd ; ſome boil'd "mt eme. 5 977 1 ing bor „ino 
Which put the Huſband in a Flame: 9115791 91 np! leula OY ITT 
Prythee, cry d he, what need you boil it: -- Aft ol eit ca'f 
Nene in their Wits would go to ſpoil it: BEE 
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You well do know what I like moſt, 

L always uſe to chooſe it roaſt. 

Some roaſt immediately was brought, 

But that was raw and good for nought: 

Next Time he'd have it ſtew'd or broil'd, 

And fain would ſee if then *twas ſpoll'd. 

When that too was before him ſet, 

Like any Madman did he fret: 

Was ever Fiſh, he cry'd, ſo dreſt? 

Who can, I pray, ſuch Food digeſt ? 

To murder ſuch a noble Pie 
I think, the Women all alike. 

Where is the Cook, an idle Slut, 

Il quickly find the Huſſy out; 

Much longer here ſhe ſhall not ſtay, 

Pl! go and turn the Jade away. 

Up ftarts his Wife, half dead with Fear, 

Her Face did full of Grief appear, ES 

Her Breath was ſtop'd with broken Sighs, © 

And Tears ran plenteous from her Eyes. 1 

At laſt ſhe painful Silence broke, 50 

And thus with faultring Tongue ſhe ſpoke: = 

To pleaſe and humour you, my Dear, 

You know, has been my chiefeſt Care; 

But you're ſo croſs and fo perverſe, 

The more I ſtrive you are the worſe : 

Can you upbraid me with your Love? 

Yet all my Words and Actions Fi 

Tve been, ſince we have lid t W - 

A duteous Wife, and careful Mather. 

The Pain you give me did you know, 

Some Pity ſurely you would ſhew. 

From Tears ſhe could not long refrain ; 

But ſoon her Speech return'd again. 

Wherein have I offended you? i 
| Have I not always provd moſt true 

Why is it then you ſtorm and rave? ; 
Come, prythee tell me what ye gad have ? | 
The ſurly Huſband cry'd x Nd * 
She ſmiling took him at his Mod. 
And ſpreading out the ſh-rtenC 8 2 
There's one, ſhe cry'd, pray See, . Oh 
To pleaſe my Spouſe I'm always Fr ; 
When what he likes is to be had. Ns 
The Man, touch'd with a Senſe «$5 
Thinking how much he was to blame, 


88 . 147. 
A tender Huſband; henceforth grew. 

And all his Paſiions did ſubdue. 

They Hand in Hand together went, 
And all, their Days with Pleaſure ſpent ; : 
Pleasd with each other many Years, 
Free from vile Strife, and OST, 1 


Poor Man, how blind art chow how a} 
When thou a happy Life would'ſt ſeek! | 
The greateſt Aims are often croſt ; 
The more we ſeek, the tore we're loſt. 
By Wealth in vain we ſeek to find. 1 5 
What's only ſeated in the Mind: s 
Blindly miſled, we call them bleſs d, 
Who are of large Eſtates poſſeſs d. 
Happy the Man, who, fraught with Skill, 
| Knows how to guide his bborn Wil, 
- His various Paſſions can controul, 
And ſwage each Tumult of his Soul; 
Who does a Life of Reaſon lead, 
And in the Paths of Virtue tread: 
Then ſure true Bli that Man muſt 2 1 c 
If to be toung this Side the Gram. A 7 
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